THE          PUMP         AT         BETHUNE

" Anything in the Ypres neighbourhood ? "

" Perhaps.   But I don't know of it"

" We've got to get that H.E. somehow, from some-
where," the Lieutenant-Quartermaster broke in, im-
patiently.

" Couldn't you borrow a bit from another regi-
ment ? " suggested the R.A.S.C. officer.

The Lieutenant-Quartermaster regarded him with a
pitying expression.

" My dear fellow," he said gently. " Have you
ever tried to borrow water from a thirsty man in a
desert ? Have you ever tried to borrow ten pounds
from a fellow that's saving up hard to get married ?
Borrow ? . . . You might as well try to borrow the
moon. Everybody wants all the ammunition they've
got for themselves ... So, where are we now ? "

" Back at Bethune," said the subaltern, cheerfully.

" And I still don't like the idea," the Second-in-
Command demurred. " I can't believe the Germans
aren't there."

"Perhaps Captain Thompson has received some
information by now," said the R.A.S.C. officer. " I'll
scoot back to my headquarters and ask him to let
you know what can be done."

" As quickly as possible."

" Yes. As soon as we have had a good think about
it."

"Think as good as you like, if it amuses you,"
interposed the Lieutenant-Quartermaster, grimly.
" But don't lose sight of the fact that you've bloody
well got to get that ammunition to-night, whatever
happens."

The ration lorry was just rumbling into sight when
Paterson rejoined his car. The Lieutenant-Quarter-
master followed him out with the necessary requisition
for the ammunition. Paterson looked at the figures.
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